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July 15,1064
happened lael niqh| Iouched me deeply, and I

mueL work here in my journal lo caphure exaclly Nhe
nder NhaN lranefixed ue all ae we eanq by a river. The

r4cent ballles had taken oo many of our friends' livee
Nhaf, we were lounginq in a kind of eNupor.l thought of
how Nhe cruel Confederate fire had dropVed Duddy ro
lhe bloody ground. Suddenly I began quieNly einging
Julia Ward Howe's miqhty Dattle Hynrn of the Kepublic.
Fire| five or Len, Nhen a hundred more of my comradee
were einqing wilh me in a powerful chorus fhat, carcied
over lhe river. We etopped. Through fhe silence I heard
eome coughe and eeveral of my men cryinq. Then over
lhe river through ite heavy mie| came Keb voicee in
a qrowinq chorus, einging"We are a band of broNhere"
from Lheir ol,irring eonq The Donnie blue Flag. I looked
around me.ln the camptiree' lighf,, my fellow eoldiers'
eyee glowed ao lhey looked acroeo f,he river, When the
Kebe ended their las| chorue wilh Ihe slirrinq worde-
"Hurrahl. Hurrah! for f,he bonnie blue Flag thaf, bears a
eingle sls7"-s eilence fell uVon bolh armiee, Ouddenly
one of my men yelled No Lhe Rebs, "You Kebs got nice
voicee." A Keb then angwered, "go do all you D amn
Yankeee." A cheering ewelled ,? on bolh eidee of the
river. Music had made foee into brolhere, And I cried.

Now I musl wrile molher lo let her know how I love
her for teaching me the wonder of mueic,l remember
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